And then T waken the birds of spring— 
ho! ‘tis time to be on the wing.’ 
trill and twitter and 

send 
by th 
“Come, show your pretty heads! 
The spring in coming, you see, you see! 
For so sings he, 
Tho chickadee-de 


‘The mun he smiled; and the carly fow- 
ors 

Bloomed to brighten the bilthesome 
ours, 

‘And song-birds gathered tn bush and 
tree: 


Bot the wind he laughed might merrily 
whird he 


—Sidney Dayre, 


Love and a Blott 


BY ELIZABETH CHERRY WALTZ. 
[eCopyright, 1901, by Daily Story Pub. Co, 
It was not quite a year after 

th of Marcus O’Neale's wife that his 
Materest in life had a resurrection. It 
‘may Baye been tho fact that it was 
jthe springtime and the season of re- 
but it fs far more likely 
sthat jt was because it was the time of 
p-cleanings and the sight of it 
febout him filled bim with an inexpress- 
Sble longing for things as they were of 
yore and a deep and undying disgust 
flor tho present. The present, be it un- 
waa represented by a careless 
dousekeeper and by dust on every 
piece of furniture in sight. 
really believe I am ovei 
fastidious," remarked Marcua O'N 
“but really when it comes to this— 
“This” was a cup of muddy coffee 
a cold storage egg. Sometimes very 
(practical things. are regenerating in 
these influences. 

It was of no use to say anything. 
+ Ho bad often spoken his mind, but had 

‘also become convinced that the thun- 
idera of Jove would be useless to re- 
store order. - 

“I aust do jsomething.” he thought 

ith decision, “this cannot go on. It 

dg & parody on life.” 

He left the breakfast almost untast- 
and went up-stairs. It-was a pret 
house still with all its ead traces 
neglect. He had not wiahed to leave 
‘Why should he? The happiness of 
‘had been there and although 
porely, why grieve #6 mor- 
to shut away all traces of the 

t had gone away? 

‘Rather stay with the memories, cher- 


FREE 


ELPESE 
& ie 


n him and wished him to be 


well, If you do not 
alone, remember that I 


by 


‘Was there in all the world such 
jer unselfish creature? No, she 
was fit to he among the angels 
ther ahe had gone, 
went into her pretty room, her 
@ainty room with its brass bed, its 
ebints draperies, bamboo chairs and 
all tho pictures sho had loved in her 
All was as she had left 


stil 


Mttle drawers, the large ones. In the 
wery back Of one was a sealed pack- 
age, the red wax brown with the air, 
‘At had been sealed a long time. 

“I wonder what this 1s," he thought, 
“this unmarked thing—it is strange 
‘that I never saw it hefore—but I did 
mot really look—things seemed too 
gacred to disturb.” 
| He aat at the window where the soft 
air blew his dark halr from his tem- 


2 thing dropped 
‘out—something from a past remote— 
@ past when Marian knew him not. 
bout the thing still clung a faint 
smell of violets, of springtime. 

A uttle foolish thing it was in- 
teed. A blotter of one chamols leaf 
ané one of dark maroon' cloth quite 
thick and caught curiously with alli,’ 


“When it comes to this!" 


jen stitches. There was a celluloid 
ribbon 


.| Italian, attempted to recall the poet 


Vinca ornad, 
| sage come do ‘to him 


een her, here in the city and some two 
years ago. She was in the street car 
with her married sister and he had 
greeted her without any sensation save 
one of pleasure at meeting with an old 
acquaintance. Marian had had bis 
whole heart—but now? 

Something was coming to him from 
the past. It was coming with a rush. 
But be must not be too sure. Suppose 
she was now the wife of another— 
well, the message should never be read 
| by bim, that was all—he was sure of 
| chat. 

He went the 


down stairs to tele. 


“In half an hour? Very good.” 
phone. He thrust the blotter into 
the pocket of his house coat. He found 
the number of the sister's telephone 
nervously and waited a long time be- 
fore he could get any answer. Then a 

0 unmistakable Irish ac- 


wish to speak to Mrs. Star 
ure, sbe's {Hl—has a bit o' the grip, 


“Mrs. Stark's sister, Sor.” 
“T think she will 
He had to be glad. It was so long 
had cared or dared to be glad. 
¢ Istened. | 
Presently, it seemed an eternity, a} 
gentle voice said: | 
“Yes—what ts 1t?" | 
jarcus O'Neale, Miss Eve—or Is it/ 
still Miss Eve?” } 
There was a low laugh. | 
“It is still Miss Eve. I have just! 
arrived, that is, I.eame yesterday, And 
I was sorry to hear, some long time af- 
ter it happened, of your great loss. 
‘We were abroad.” 


r 





“Papa and I. Iam thé only one left 
at home, you know, 

Marcus was suddenly confounded 
He did not know what to say next 
had not read the message. Present- 

recovered his wits. 
¥ jppose I may call while you are 
here? 

“Why, yes—If you care to. Was there! 

yy message for sister?” . 

“No—not if she is il. I hope abe 
will soon be better. I will certainly 
tall, Miss Eve." 

Then he hung up the receiver and 
‘went up the stairs. He closed the door 
and locked it. Slowly he cut the lac- 
Ings between the two chamois leaves. 
Something as soft and shiny as a 
baby’s hair fell out, and a thin. paper. 
He picked it up most reverently. It 
was a wavy tress of Eve's shining 
hair as when she was a girl and tied 
with a white silk thread. He took it 
fn one hand and with the other held 
up the thin paper. It read:— 

“Darling Marcus, you have asked me! 
so often to say that I loved you. But 
T waited until St. Valentine's day when 
maids may choose thelr lovers. You 
will always have my heart. EVE.” 

And ten years had gone by? He had 
always had her heart. 

Half an hour later the telephone bel! 
rang again. The housekeeper, making 
& pretense at~arranging the dining 
room, listened and heard: 

“Miss Eve, it is Marcus O'Neale 
again. I have something to explain to 
you. Could you see me about fifteen 
minutes? I'll come over on my way 
up town {f you can. I know ‘tis a great 
fayor to ask but really it can't. be 
postponed. In half an hour?—very 
‘fgood—I'll. be there, thank you." 

‘Then Marcus O’Neale hung up the 
receiver and whistled for the first 
time since his wife's death us he 
sprang up the stairs to make himself 


ly 





Ete RIE 
+ “ESorettige of Verdi” 
‘An Italian gentleman, on a visit to 


‘The Italian was politely interested, but 
apparently did not know who the Swan 
of Avon was. His friend, in halting 


to his memory by naming some of his 
best known plays, “Romeo ¢ Glulietta,” 
“Macbeth,” “Amletio.". To each the 


Jo 80, non Jo so.” Finally 


the English- 
“An! al, al," 


J\eretto d'un’ opera di Verdit™ Shake. 
Peare will go down to that Italian ar 
the Itbrettist of Verdi, 
CUrc ETLMeE CEES 
Close Blection Caters Contest. 
More than a year ago Robert J. 








to ty ite uplifting power; text, Pro- 
verbs Ul, 17, “Hi ays are ways of 
pleasantness, 

You have all heard of God's only be- 
gotten Son. Have you heard of God's 
daughter? She was born in heave 
She came down over the hills of our 
world, She had queenly step. On ber 
brow was celestial radiance. Her voice 
was music. Her name is Religion. My 
text introduces ber. ‘Her ways are 
ways of pleasantness, and all her paths 

But what Is religion? The 


leaves left—In other words, a very 
brief and plain statement of Christian 
beliet. 

An aged Christian minister sald: 


| “When I was young man I knew ev- 
| erythin, 
| of age, 


When I got to be 35 years, 
my creed I had only = bun- 
dred doctrines of religion. When I got 
to be 40 years of age, I had only 50 
doctrines of religion. When I got to 
be 60 years of age, I bad only ten doc- 
trines of religion, and now I am dying 
years of age, and there is only 
one thing I know and that is that 
Christ Jesus came into the world to 
save sinners.” And so I have no- 
teed im the stady of God's word and 
in my contemplation of the character 
of God and of tt 
it is necessary for 
of my belief and that part of my be- 
Nef as being ton-essential, while 1 
cling to the one great doctrine that 
man {a 4 sinner and Christ !s his Al- 
mighty and Divine Savior. 

Now, 4 take these three or four 
leaves of my theology, and I find that 
in the first place and dominant above 
all others is the sunshine of religion. 
When | go into a foom, I have a pas- 
ston for throwing open all the shut- 
ters, That is what I want to do this 
morning. We are-apt to throw so 
much of the sepulchral into our relig- 
fon and to close the shutters and to 
pull down the blinds that it is only 
through here and there a crevice that 
the light streams, The religion of the 
Lord Jesus Christ is a religion of joy 
indescribable aud ubufteradlé) Wher- 
ever I can find a bell 1 mean to ype j 
tt | 

If there are any in this bouse this 
morning who are disposed to hold on 
to thelr melancholy and gloom, let 
them now depart this service before 
the fatrest-and brightest and the most 
radiant being of all, the uniferse 
comes in. God's Son has left the world 
but God's daughter ts here! ive her 
room. Hall princess of heaven! Hall, 
daughter of the Lord God Almighty! 
Come in and make this house thy 
throneroom. 

Tn setting forth this idea the dom!- 
nant theory of religion is one of sun- 
shine. I hardly know where to begin, 
for there are so many thoughts that 
rush upon my soul. A mother saw her 
Uttle child seated on the floor in the 
sunshine and with a spoon in her / 
hand. She sald, “My darling, what are 
you doing there?” “Oh,” replied the 
bid, am getting a spoonful of this 
sunshine.” Would’God that today I 
might present you with a gleaming | 
chalice sof this glorious, everlasting | 
gospel sunshine! 

wahine of Christianity. 

First of all, I find a great deal of 
sunshine In Christian society. I do 
not know of anything more doleful 
than the companionship of the mere 
funmakers of the world—-the Thomas 
Hoods, the Charles Lambs, the Charles 
Mathewses of the world—the men 
whose entire business it is to make 
sport. They make others laugh, but if 
you will examine thelr autobiography 
or biography, you will fipd that down 
in thelr soul there was a terrific. dis- 
quietude, Laughter is.no sign of hap- 
piness. The maniac laughs. The hy- 
ena laughs. The loon among the 
Adirondacks lsughs. The drunkard, 
dashing his decanter against the wall, 
laughs, 

‘There is a terrible reaction from all 
sinful amusement and sinful merri- 
ment. Such men are cross the next 
day. They snap at you on-exchange or 
they “pats you, not recognizing you. 
Long ago 1 quit mere worldly society 
for the reason {t was so dull, so fhane 
and so stupid. My nature is voracious 
of Joy. I must bave it. 

T always walk on the sunny side of 
the street, and for that reason I have 
crossed over into Christian society. 1 
Iike their mode of repartee better. I 
Mike their style of amusement _ better. 
They live longer. Christian people, 1 
sometimes notice, ive on when by all 
natural law they ought to bave died 
I bave known persons who have con- 
tinued in thelr existence when the doc- 
tor said’ they ought to have been dead 
ten years. Every day of their exiat- 
ence was a defiance of the Jaws of 
anatomy and physiology, but they had 
this supernatural vivacity of the gos- 
pel in their soul, and that kept them 

live. 


‘The Question of Seif Denial 
I know there fs a great deal of talk 
about the self-dentals of the Christian. 
I have to tell you that where the Chris- 





‘Well, now religion comes in just at 
that polnt with its iumination and Its 
explanation. There/is a business man 
who bas Jost bis entire fortune. The 
Week before he lost his fortune there 
were 20 carriages that stopped’ at the 
door of bis mansion. The week after 
he lost his fortune all the carriages 
you could count on one finger. | The 
week before financial trouble began 


‘There are hundreds of peo} 

are walking day by day fm the sublime 
satisfaction that all {s for the, best, all 
thingsworking together for good for 
thelr soul, How a man can get along 
through this life without the explana- 
ton Is to me a mystery. What!” Is 
that child gone forever Are you nev- 
er_to' get It back? your property 
xoue forever? Is your soul to be brula~ 
ed and to be tried forever? Have you 
no explanation, no Christian explana- 
tion, and yet not a maniac? But when 
you have the religion of Jesus Christ 
in your soul it explains everything £0 
far as {tts best for you to understand. 
You look off In life, and your soul 
full of thanksgiving to God that you 
are so mnch better off than you might 
be. A man passed down the street 
without any shoes and said: “I haye 
no shoes, Ien't it a hardship that-I 
have no shoes? Other people have 
shoes. No sboes, no shoes!” until he 
saw a man who had uo feet~.Then be 
learned a lesson. You ought to thank 
God-for ‘what he does instead of 
grumbling for what he does not. God 
artanges pil the weather in this world 
—the spiritual weather, the moral 
weather, as well as the natural weath- 
er, “What kind of weather will it be 
today?" sald someone to a farmer. The 
farmer Yeplied, “It will be such weath- 
eras I Mke.’ 


the farmer, “it will be uch weather 
as pleases the Lord, and what pleases 
the Lord pleases m 
Ob; the sunshine, the sunshi 
Christian explanation! ,Here 1s some 
bending ovex'the grave of the 
tis nolng to’ be the conso- 
lation? . “The flowers. You ‘strew upon, 
the tomb? Ob, mo. ‘The services read 
at the grave? Oh,.no.. ‘The chief con- 
solation on that grave is what falls 
from the throne of God. Sunshi 
glorious sunshine! Resurrection sun- 
shine! 
A Vince for stedy. 

And geology!) What. place that 
will be.to study. geology. when the 
world is being picked to pleces as 
easily ax a school girl In botanical Jes- 
sons pulls the leat from tHe corolla 
What a placd- to study architecture, 
amid the thrones apd the palaces and 
the cathedrals--St. ‘sand St 
Paul's rookeries in comparison. 

Sometimes you wish you could make 
the tour! of the whole earth, . going 
around az others tiave gone, but. you 
have not the time, you have not the 
means. You will make the tour yet, 
during one mdsieal pause in the eter= 
nal anthem. 1 say these things for the 
comfort . of ‘those people who are 
abridged, in thelr opportugities, those 
people. to whom life Is. humdrum, who 
toll and work and’ toll gnd work and 
aspite after knowledge, but have, no 
time to get It and say, “ICT bad the 
opportunities which other people have, 
how I would Mil my ‘mind atid soul 
with grand thoughts!” Be not dis- 
couraged, my friends. You are going 
to the university yet. Death will only 
matriculate you. into the royal college. 
of the universe. 

What: a gublimie thing it was that 
Dr. Thornwell of’ South Carolina ut- 
tered-in bis Iast dying moments! As 
he looked up he said, “It opens; it ex- 


lady, the author of “Rock. of Ages,” 

‘moment or during his tast 
hours looked up and said, as though 
he saw ‘superatural, 


Ntted both hands, something supernat- 
ural in bis countenance,/as he. cried, 
“Light!” Only another name for sun- 
shine. 5s 


‘The Celestial Profession. 

And then I stand-at the gate of the 
celestial: elty to see’ the processions 
come out, and I see a long procession 
of little children, with thelr arms full 
of flowers, and then I see a procession 
of kings and priests’ moving in celes 
tial pageantry—a long procession, but 
no black fdsséled veblcle, no mourn- 
ing group, and (say: 

Where ts 





Oh, my friends, It-would take @ ser- 
mon as Jong as efernity to tell thé Joys 
that/are coming to us. ‘I just set'open 
the aunshiny, door. - Come In, sll (ye 
aigelples of the world who have found 
the wor}d a mockery, Come tn. all ye 

ET “and 


Dresence there {sa fullness of doy; at 
‘Thy right hand there are pleasures for- 
‘evermore, 


Blest art the aaints beloved of God; 
Washed are their robes in Jesus’ 


dood. 
Brighter than angels, lo, they shine, 
Their gloria splendid and sublime! 


‘My soul anticipates the day, 
‘Would stretch her 
to bear, 
And bow, the chief of inners, there: 
‘Ob, ‘the sunshine, the ‘glorious’ sun* 
shine! 


TO-THE WINDS OF HEAVENS 


Loule Beckie, Aa Rxplorer, Wishes Mis 
‘Dust Cast on See. 

Louls Beckér, of Brooklyn) N. ¥., dy- 
ing after balt-« century. of; traveling 
and lexploring Jn “many, parta of the 
earth, asked that his’! be cremated 
and that bis ashes-be atrewn to the 
four winds upon the higa seas, perbaps 
to be borne by them, at thelr pleasure, 
to resting places on>many lands. Ho 
‘had frequently sald he, wished. bis ash- 
€s to keep’on tra after his death. 
Im addition to jhis love, of travel Mr. 
Becker- wax an enthuslast fot crema- 
Uon, and one of its first advocates, In 
death be was trup to his.two} great 
passions. In his will Mr. Becker laid 
upon his twin brother, $6 years ‘oli; 
the obligation of-strew!ng: the antes 
upon the Atlantic ocean. “The” body 
has already. deen cremated, and: in a. 
few weeks the brother and an old 
friend will scatter the ashes broadcast 
to the four winds. Mr. Becker dfed 
on February 24.at his bome, No. 64 
St.FAUx atreet, Brooklyn. He left by 
his will $35,000, but that, It is’ xald, 
Is but a tithe of the fortune he made 
im the chemical business years aga 
Most of it was spent on expeditions to 
odd corners of the earth. Mr, Becker 
was born In Westphalia, Germany. In 
1837 he started a chemical bualpess in 
‘this city. After retirement te 


he sts 
to explore the world. His friends'say;| 


he was one of the first white men to 
explore the Sandwich Jslands. He went 
through Africa, and over all countries, 
civillzed and barbarous. For fifty years 
he.went wherever his interest attract- 

He was one of thé first ‘converts 
to the idea of cremation, and he help- 
ed to estadjish the first crematory in 
Germany, at Gotha. —Ex. 


Of Its protection is, likely to become 
popular now that the picture of a valu- 
able diamond brooch led to its’ recox- 
nition and recovery. But tt 1s doubt- 
ful if there is one woman among ten 
who owns’ costly jewelry that ever 
thought of taking this precaution: On 
photographer who takes many ple- 
tures of, women of wealth In New York 
sald the other day that few of them ever 
had themselves photographed ‘wearing 
thelr séwelry, since it had become thi 
style to. wear less Jewelry than. form- 
erly. He looked at random over, half 
@ dozen portraits made. recently, and 
there was, scarcely on” any of thelr 
originals” jewelry» that amounted to 
wore than « few hundred dollars “in 
value, Yet the majority of these wo- 


dollars. 


much more prevalent than it 1s 1a: New | 
York. Pictures of English women of 
wealth and. ‘position ‘dtsplay. 
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‘means of ‘identification were they 
stolen, although thieves rarely dare 
to keep much things intact for even 
the briefest time. “American women 
owning Yaluable jewelry ate not likely 
to possess any-photographsof it, unless 
they wore especially taken. And that 
precaution bas so far been observed 
Jn few enses.—New York Sun. 


A Judge as. an Taventor, 
Jadge Waltner of Wapakoneta, 0. 
has distinguished himself by inventing 
a hydraulle disappearing safe operated 
‘on the principle of the disappearin; 
gun, ~The safe, controlled by bydran- 
Me power, is lowered into a fifteen-foot 
well at night. When It touches bottom 


food supply; 
small birds of the field 
fm which the farmer is most interested 
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448,000, and those from Germany, $1,- 
950,611,000, 
‘Additional interest is given to te 


How much age affects the laying 

qualities of some fowls ts yet an un- 

solved problem. An experiment was 

earried -on at' the West Virginia Ex- 
Station for 


] 


and these, save ina very few localitias | 


are practically as numerous as 61 





